/     I  knew she meant she  would  speak  to
j   father.    For  months she  spoke  to  father.
She tried to persuade him to move away, to
take a little home,  " with a garden and a
porch, like those near the park."
But it was in vain she spoke. Father could not even see that what I hated, nor why I loathed it. He liked the " happy crowds " of dirty, pitifully underfed children " playing " in the filthy gutters; he did not even perceive the unspeakable plumbing in the yards about us. That the first floor of the house down the street contained men of such character that the police knew them by sight held no terror for father. As he said, all his friends, his synagogue, were in the neighbourhood. All his memories during the last eighteen years were centred in those crooked streets. Mother could not alter him. For [139]4l
